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The Old, Old Story 


“ 

Tew me a story,” is the plea of all very 
small boys and girls when Mother or Daddy 
puts them to bed. Older boys and girls who 
have learned to read stories for themselves 
also like to hear or read a good story just be- 
fore they drop off to sleep. In fact, almost 
everyone, young or old, likes a good story. 


Stories have a very important place in our 
lives, for through stories the history of the 
world has been kept alive. Long before peo- 
ple learned to write, they told stories of 
actual happenings to one another; fathers 
and grandfathers told them to the children, 
and the children in turn told them to their 
children. So, you see, it is through stories that 
we know today what happened long, long 
ago. 

The greatest story ever told is the story of 
Jesus. We have been repeating it almost two 
thousand years, yet it is always new. Fathers 
and mothers have not only told it to their 
children but have read it for themselves and 
listened to it again and again. Each time they 
hear or read it they find new joy in the old, 
old story. 


Why is the story of Jesus the greatest storia 
ever told? Because it is the story of a lifeaia 
lived’ unselfishly for God. Everything that : 
Jesus did from the time He was a young boy : 
to the very last day He spent on earth wasiial 
done to the glory of God. As a boy, Jesus wagia 
loving and obedient; as a young man, Hem 


worked as a carpenter in Joseph’s shop; as aim 
grown man, He spent His time teaching peo 
ple and showing them by His example hows 
to live by the law of love. Through His cruc#iam 
fixion and resurrection, He taught us that i 


there really is no death, that life is eternal ay 


Our bodies can die, but the real part of us 
the spiritual part, the part that is made i 
the image and likeness of God, lives oni 
forever. 
This Easter as you listen to the old, old 
story of Jesus, remember that your life, too 
is a story and that you can make it a beauty 
ful story by living the law of love just aga 


Jesus did. 
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BY JANE LYON 


The 


dumsx sat on the hot stone step at the 
side door of the blacksmith shop and stared 
at the cobblestones of the street. Since he was 
an apprentice, it was rare for him to have a 
moment for himself. He should have been 
enjoying his leisure, but he was not. He was 
thinking about tomorrow—Easter Sunday— 
and how sad it would be if there were no 
flowers for the church of Ralindomar. 

How hot it was! Jeffrey wiped the sweat 


from his forehead. Ever since the drought 
had first fallen upon Ralindomar—almost a 
year ago—the land had been gradually dry- 
ing up. There had been no fall rains, no 
winter snows, no spring showers. And now, 
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although it was only April, the whole of the 
little kingdom was as scorched and dry as 
the smith’s old leather apron. 

There were no flowers—not even grass— 
and it looked as though the great church of 
Ralindomar would not be decked with so 
much as a single sprig of green tomorrow—a 
thing that had never before happened in all 
the history of Ralindomar. 

Couriers had been dispatched into the 
neighboring kingdoms days ago; but since 
the drought was widespread, their mission 
had little chance of success. There was that 
one small chance, though, Jeffrey thought, 
unwilling to give up all hope. There simply 
had to be flowers in the church for Easter— 
even a poor smith’s apprentice knew that. 

Jeffrey heaved a sigh. He had worked in 
the shop and lived in the attic of the house 
above the shop as long as he could remem- 
ber, for the smith had taken him from a 
foundling home. The smith was kind to him, 
but still living in the Smith’s home was not 
like having a home of his own, and a family. 
Jeffrey had always loved the great church, 
because it seemed to welcome him as he 
imagined a real home would. 

Sitting there in the hot sun in his ragged 
clothes, Jeffrey thought for perhaps the 
hundredth time in the last few days of the 
lilies of Ralindomar—the beautiful lilies of 
the legend—that were said to bloom all year, 
whiter than the summer thunderheads, cooler 
than the morning rain, and so fragrant that 
their scent would drive all care and sorrow 
from the mind. If only he could bring some 
of those lost lilies to the church for Easter! 

Jeffrey smiled as he pictured how wonder- 
ful it would be, but the smile faded as he 
thought of the rest of the legend. The lilies 
had once grown in the city of Ralindomar— 
for the tiny kingdom only had one city. They 
had been planted there by a great wizard. 
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The keeper of the lilies had picked some of 
them and sold them. This made the wizard 
very angry, because the lilies died when 
picked. By his magic, he had taken up the 
lilies and placed them high on Ralindomar’s 
one mountain. The way to them was steep 
and dangerous; but even more frightening, 
the wizard had set an enormous, fire-breath- 
ing dragon to guard the lilies. Having done 
all this, so the legend said, the wizard had 
quoted a strange little rhyme and gone away. 
Jeffrey knew the rhyme, as did every citizen 
of Ralindomar, and he pondered over it now: 
“Lilies high on the mountain stay, 
Guarded by dragon and _ treacherous 
stone, 
Till one courageous shall take the way— 
Well companioned and yet alone.” 

What could it mean? How could you be 
with someone and still be by yourself? 
Grown men had tried to get the lilies and 
failed. Only a few had managed to get up 
the mountainside, and those few had then 
seen the great dark bulk of the dragon and 
had run. But if one could only puzzle out 
the rhyme—— 

“You, Jeffrey!” It was the smith’s voice, 
roaring from inside the shop. Jeffrey sprang 
up instantly. The smith was pulling a big 
black stallion in at the main door, and the 
horse was dancing and laying back his ears. 
Dodging a set of flying hoofs, Jeffrey ran to 
snap the side ropes from the horse’s halter 
to the rings in the wall. 

“It’s King of the Night!” he exclaimed. 
“The Lord Mayor's stallion!” 

“Yes, and a skittish bit of horseflesh he 
is, too,” grunted the smith. ‘‘I have to shoe 
this outlaw and keep him here the night, for 
the Lord Mayor’s stables are crowded with 
the couriers’ horses.” 

“They're back then?” Jeffrey asked eagerly. 

“All of them,” replied the smith soberly, 
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“and not a flower could they find, with all 
their riding.” 

“If we could only get the lilies——” Jef- 
frey began timidly. 

“Ha!” the smith broke in, so explosively 
that the big horse jumped and rolled his eyes. 
“The lilies! Might as well say pick the stars 
from the heavens. Work that bellows, boy.” 

Quickly and carefully, Jeffrey blew the 
forge to a white inferno and helped the smith 
calm the nervous horse; but all the time he 
was thinking of the lilies—the only chance 
for Ralindomar to have flowers for Easter. 
If he could only solve the secret of the 
rhyme. 

After his working hours were over, Jeffrey 


slipped away to the church and knelt there a 
long time. When he came out, his face was 
set with a great resolve. He had an idea about 
the rhyme, and he intended to try it out that 
very night. If he failed, he had no one who 
would care very much; and, at least, he 
would have done his best. He would have 
to hurry though, for tomorrow was Easter 
Sunday. 

Quietly, Jeffrey lay on his pallet in the 
attic until all was still below. Then he crept 
down to the kitchen and found water anda 
box—for the lilies must be brought back 
with soil on their roots—and some sugar, for 
which he had a special use. Once a board 
creaked, and Jeffrey trembled, thinking what 
the smith would do if he caught him. But 
he had earned this, he told himself. He was 
not stealing. Besides, the sugar was nothing 
to what he was going to take next! 

Slipping out through the side door of the 
shop, he went around to the stable. King of 
the Night nickered as he came in, and Jeffrey 
fed him the sugar and petted him. As he 


In the center of the square Jeffrey 
pulled the big black horse to a halt, 
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saddled and bridled the horse and led him 
out, he wondered if he could ride him. He 
had ridden many horses to and from the 
smithy, but never one like the big black 
stallion. 

“King,” he whispered, “please help me. 
J can’t get there on foot—not in time, at 
least.” Breathing a prayer, he led the horse 
to the carriage block and awkwardly scram- 
bled on. The big horse tossed his head, as 
though testing Jeffrey's hands on the reins, 
but he stood. And when Jeffrey timidly 
touched him with his heels, King stepped 
out at a quick, light trot. 


Jeffrey's heart sang with thankfulness. 
Why, it was almost as if the horse under- 
stood. Once clear of the city, Jeffrey crouched 
low over the stallion’s neck and let him gal- 
lop. His long mane whipped Jeffrey's face, 
and the iron shoes struck sparks from the 
gravel on the highway. It was very dark at 
first, but later, the moon rose, full and bright; 
and Jeffrey was grateful. 


When they reached the foot of the moun- 
tain, he loosened the saddle girth and tied 
King to a tree, where, in case Jeffrey did not 
get back, the horse would surely be found 
the next day. He then gave the stallion half 
the water he had brought with him and 
started up the dimly marked trail. 


Afterward, Jeffrey could never remember 
much about the trip up the mountainside. 
The way was steep and dangerous, and al- 
though the moon was very bright, the light 
deceived him. A dozen times he almost fell. 
He was skinned and bruised; and every time 
he thought of the dragon, he wanted to turn 
and run. But he did not. He kept the rhyme 
and what it meant to him in his mind, and 
he went on. After seemingly endless sheer 
tock face and slippery shale, he came to a 
sheltered valley. And there were the lilies 
of Ralindomar, gleaming in the moonlight! 
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Dear God, | won't 
Be cross today 
When Mother calls 
Me from my play. 


Jeffrey fell on his knees among them in 
gratitude for having gotten so far. He was 
weak with terror, for at the end of the valley 
he could see the dark mouth of the dragon’s 
cave! Was that the shape of the dragon be- 
side it? He stared and stared, but he was not 
sure. 

The night was very quiet, with the hush 
of the coming dawn. Jeffrey thought of the 
rhyme, and he whispered a prayer. Kneeling 
there among the fragrant lilies, he suddenly 
knew there was no dragon in the valley any- 
where! He was sure with his heart first, but 
in a moment his mind agreed, for he realized 
that the lilies grew in an untouched blanket 
right up to the mouth of the cave. Nothing 
could have gone in or out of the cave for 
years. Looking carefully, Jeffrey saw now 
that the shape he had taken for a dragon was 
only a huge rock by the entrance of the cave. 

His heart sang as he carefully dug up 
enough of the lilies to fill his box. By the 
time he finished, the sun was up. Curious, 
Jeffrey went to the mouth of the cave and 
looked in. The soft light of dawn showed 
him only a thick carpet of dust, undisturbed 


(Please turn to page 38) 
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Kathie 


&, Gladys MacAlister 


san MILLER tiptoed to the door that 
led to the little grocery in the front room 
of her home. It was early morning, but Mr. 
Miller was weighing big yellow oranges for 
Mrs. Parks who lived next door. Joey Fields 
stood, waiting impatiently, with a can of 
coffee in his hand. 

Yes, her father would be sure to stay in 
the store for the next five minutes. That 
was more time than she needed. Just two 
minutes would be enough for her. Dear big, 
strong, gentle Dad, who carried her on his 
shoulder as easily as he did a sack of flour. 

So far, Kathie’s plan was working. Her 
heart was pounding as if she had been run- 
ning very fast. And as she turned and walked 
through the living room, she felt unhappi- 
ness deep inside her. Her stomach did not 
feel quite right. She walked more slowly and 
then stood still, wondering about that feel- 
ing. Perhaps she should just go on to school 
and forget her plan. Then she remembered 
yesterday afternoon! 

“No, no,” she thought, “I’ve just got to 
do it!” 
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If she ignored the unhappy feeling, may- 
be it would go away. So she pushed it out 
of her mind and walked softly to the kitchen 
door and peeked in. Mother was kneading 
the Swedish rye bread she always baked on 
Thursday. Yes, Mother would be busy the 
next five minutes, too. 

Dear Mother, she was so loving and un 
derstanding! 

The unhappy feeling bounced up again. 
Kathie pushed it down. “It’s just like a rub- 
ber ball in the swimming pool,” she thought. 
“It always bobs up again.” Then, remem- 
bering the unhappiness of yesterday, she 
pulled a chair from against the wall. She 
dragged it to the shelf just inside the liv- 
ing-room door. 

Mother kept pennies and nickles and 
dimes in a little brown jar on this shelf. 
Just one little dime was all Kathie needed. 

As Kathie reached into the jar and closed 
her hand over the dime, she heard her 
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mother’s voice coming from the kitchen. 


Kathie’s heart jumped, and her mouth felt 


“Kathie, don’t be late for school. Tommy’s 
already gone, you know. Do you want me 
to help you?” 

“No, thank you, Mother. I’m ready now,” 
stammered Kathie. Her voice was shaking. 

Quickly, she scrambled from the chair and 
carried it to its place against the wall. She 
picked up her schoolbooks and hurried into 
the kitchen. 

“Good-by, Mother,” she said softly. 

“Good-by Kathie. Why, dear, do you feel 
all right? You look pale.” Mrs. Martin put 
her hand gently under Kathie’s chin and 
turned her face up toward her. 

Kathie dropped her eyes, but answered 
bravely, “Yes, Mother. Yes, I’m all right.” 

Kathie felt her mother’s eyes follow her 
as she went down the walk. She put a little 
skip into her step just to show that she 
really was all right. 


Kathie ran into 
her mother’s 
outstretched arms. 
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wanted.” 


“At least,” she thought, “I have what I 


As she walked the three short blocks to 
school, she was thinking about yesterday 
afternoon. 

Margaret Walker and Esther Evans were 
her two best friends. Yesterday afternoon 
both of them had had a chocolate Easter 
bunny. Kathie had had none. She had 
watched while Margaret and Esther had 
ducked behind their geography books and 
nibbled a bunny. 

Never had anything looked so good to 
Kathie as those chocolate Easter bunnies! 
All yesterday afternoon, last evening, and 
for almost an hour after she had gone to 
bed, Kathie had thought of nothing but 
those chocolate Easter bunnies. She had 
to have one! 

Kathie knew that she could have all the 
candy that was good for her from her fa- 
ther’s store, but these were special bunnies 
(Please turn to page 20) 
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What the Story Told Before 


Because Teresa’s mother worked to keep a 
home for Teresa and Bob and their five-year- 
old twin sisters, Teresa was the baby sitter 
in the family. She loved the twins, but she 
sighed when she remembered that, but for 
the twins, she could earn money as a baby 
sitter to buy herself the lovely pink nylon 
blouse and the ripply skirt she saw in the 
store window. 

When she got home, Bob and his 
friends, Spud and Jim were waiting. They 
offered to help her with the dinner if she 
would make each of them a marble bag. 
When the other boys saw the marble bags, 
they offered to buy all Teresa could make. 
She soon had enough money to buy not only 
a blouse but a skirt and shoes. When the 
twins saw her dressed up, they asked her 
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BY OLIVE RAMBO COOK 


why she hadn’t worked before and bought 
nice things. “Because I have to stay at home 
and take care of my little sisters,’ Teresa 
answered. 

The twins were hurt. “But we can take 
care of ourselves,” they said. 


PART TWO 


= NEXT afternoon when Teresa passed 
the store window, smaller blouses were on 
display. Teresa sighed, thinking of how cute 
the twins would look in little gathered skirts 
and white blouses like these. “Sometime 
when I make more money, I'll buy them 
some clothes,” Teresa told herself as she 
went on home. 

The house had a strange quiet feeling 
when Teresa went inside. She called the 
twins, but there was no answer. She hurried 
through the empty house and the back yard 
to their playhouse in the old shed. They 
were not there. Suddenly, Teresa was sick 
with fright. She went through every room 
of the house again, calling their names and 
listening. There was no answer. The twins 
knew they were to stay in the house until 
Teresa got home. They always had before! 
Teresa felt a cold terror slipping over her. 
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The whole family put 
on their new clothes. 


Should she call her mother? The police? The 
neighbors? She ran up and down the street 


and all around the block and then back into 
the twins’ room once more. It was then that 
she saw the empty piggy bank on the dresser 
and that their little pajamas were missing 
from the hooks in the closet. 

With a keen, stabbing pain, Teresa knew 
why they had gone. “We're big. We can 
take care of ourselves” flashed through her 
mind. She saw again the hurt look on their 
faces. They had left so she would not have 
to take care of them—so she could earn 
money to buy more clothes. Suddenly, Teresa 
hated the pink blouse—the full blue skirt. 
She leaned against the dresser and prayed. 
And then it came to her: “The tree house, 
of course! Back where we used to live, next 
to the filling station. They loved it there.” 

Teresa ran out of the house and down 
the street as fast as her feet could go. It 
was blocks and blocks straight ahead and 
then across the highway and around a cor- 
ner. Only once had the twins walked back 
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there, and that time they went with Teresa 
and Bob. Could they find the way? Or were 
they lost or had they been hit by a car? 

Teresa tried to go faster, but her throat 
was dry and her breath almost gone. At last, 
she glimpsed the top of the tree. As she 
turned the corner, she saw the twins, just 
starting up the ladder to the tree house, 
their pajamas dragging behind them. 

As she stumbled over to the tree, Teresa 
tried to speak, but no sound came. With a 
choked, strangled sob she grabbed the twins 
and held them tightly. 

A man from the filling station came hurry- 
ing toward them. “Hey, what’s going on?” 
he asked sharply. 

“They're my sisters; we—used to live 
here.” Teresa began to sob. ‘““And—they— 
came back to the tree house. I had to find 
them. They thought—I didn’t want to take 
care of them.” 

Frightened at Teresa’s sobbing, the twins 
began to cry. 

“Hmmmmmmmmm.” The filling station 
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man rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Looks 
like you've come a long way, too. Let’s have 
a cool drink of water. There’s a policeman 
in here now, checking his tires, and I’m go- 
ing to ask him if he wouldn't like to take 
three tired kids back home.” 


After the twins were in bed, Teresa waited 
for her mother. Several times she wrote fig- 
ures on a piece of paper, and finally she 
seemed to have the answer she was wanting. 

The next morning Teresa left earlier than 
usual, a package under her arm. She stopped 
at the store and went to the clerk who had 
sold her the pink blouse. For a moment 
Teresa could not speak for the lump in her 
throat. 

“I brought—the pink blouse back. I want 
to know if you will exchange it for some 
white cotton—blouses?” she said slowly. 

“But you wanted the blouse so much.” 
The clerk was puzzled. 

“I know, but I want these more,” Teresa 
said earnestly. “I want three—one my size 
and two for my twin sisters, five years old.” 

The clerk smiled understandingly at 
Teresa. “We have some real nice cotton 


blouses, and if you get three alike, they 
will be cheaper.” She pushed the pink nylon 
blouse aside. “Will there be anything else?” 

“Oh, yes, I want three yards of dark-blue 
cotton just like I bought for my own skirt 
and a pair of plaid socks for a boy of nine 
and a pretty bunch of bright flowers for my 
mother to pin on her dress.” 

Teresa untied her handkerchief and 
poured out a little pile of nickels and dimes 
on the counter. “If there isn’t enough, I'll 
just get less material for the skirts. That’s all 
I have.” 

The clerk began to figure, and Teresa 
watched anxiously. When the list was added, 
the clerk smiled happily. “Even with three 
yards of material, you'll have fifty-four cents 
left.” 

“Money left?” Teresa caught her breath. 
“Then could I get a boy’s shirt instead of 
the socks?” 

“You sure can. We have nice plaid shirts 
for fifty-nine cents—on sale because they 
are soiled.” 

“Oh, but I can wash and iron and fold it 
good as new.” Teresa beamed. ‘Please, I'll 
take the shirt and material with me, but I'd 
like to leave the other things here. They're 
a surprise.” 

When Teresa told Miss Evans about her 
plan, things began to happen. ‘Teresa, I'll 
cut out the little skirts and you wash the 
shirt when you go home. You'll have to 
hurry to get everything done in time for the 
program.” 

But the skirts were finished in record time, 
made exactly like Teresa’s, pockets and all. 
The red plaid shirt was laundered and 
folded carefully—as smoothly as a new one. 

Mom’s night off from work, the night be- 
fare the program, Teresa gave each one his 
gift—and such a celebration! The whole 
family put on their new clothes, and Mom 
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pinned the flowers on her shoulder. The 
twins stood close by their big sister and said, 
“Look, Mommy, look. We got dresses just 
like Teresa’s.” Mom's eyes were misty blue, 
and her cheeks were as pink as the flowers 
on her shoulder, and Bob was just plain 
handsome in his plaid shirt. Teresa felt that 
her heart would spill over with happiness. 

On the afternoon of the program, Mom 
came with the whole family to hear Teresa 
and Sandra sing. And the twins clapped 
louder than anyone. 

After the program Miss Evans, her face 
shining with excitement, brought Mr. Staf- 
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ford over to be introduced to Teresa. 

“His son Jimmy bought one of your mar- 
ble bags, Teresa. He is manager of the Tip- 
Top Variety Store and wants to talk with 
you.” 

Mr. Stafford was so friendly that Teresa 
instantly liked him. “Nice program. I sur- 
ptised my son by coming—hardly ever get 
away. Miss Evans tells me you are the young 
lady who made so many marble bags, and 
I have an idea.” Mr. Stafford smiled at 
Teresa and her mother. 

“How would you like to make bags this 

(Please turn to page 41) 
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Mazey Monkey's 
Unexpected Trip 


By Georgia Tucker Smith 


Mazzy MONKEY curled her tail and 
scratched her sleepy head. She looked 
around; then, with a bound, she left her 
leafy bed. “I'll get some fruit for break- 
fast, and then I'll climb up high; and what 
I don’t eat I will throw at someone passing 
by,” thought Mazey as she left the tree and 
hunted east and west until she found the 
fruit she thought would taste and throw the 
best. 

She carried several armfuls up, then ate 
and watched below; but when she'd eaten 
one wee bite, she heard a loud hello, She 
looked, and there was Mozo and all his 
monkey friends. She thought, ““They’ve come 
to tease me, but here’s where their teasing 
ends.” She threw a ripe banana, hitting 
Mozo on the nose; she laughed and threw 
another one that squish-squashed on his toes. 
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“We're coming up,” said Mozo. “We'te 
going to bring you down.” 

Mazey kept on throwing fruit. Then, with 
a puzzled frown, she thought, “I have no 
breakfast; I’ve thrown it all away.” 

Her tree was full of monkeys now. They 
called, “Come on; let’s play.” They chatted, 
pulled each other’s tails, and scratched each 
other’s backs. They swung from limb to limb 
and boxed with playful little smacks. 

“We're going to stay till you come down,” 
said Mozo with a smile. 

“Well,” Mazey said, ‘‘you’ll have to stay 
for quite a long, long while.” 

“You're still contrary, Mazey.” He smiled. 
“You're spoiled as well.” 

Mazey made a face at him; he lost his 
hold and fell, but hooked his tail around a 
limb before he reached the ground. 


Wee Wisdom 


pits ph 
Qu 
= 
> all 
4 
clo 
Sf wh 
we J] 
Pox W 
d 
wo 
the 
hic 
fa 
dre 
sav 
of 
the 
y 


As Mozo climbed back up again, they 
heard a loud, harsh sound. It was Eli Ele- 
phant. She shouted, “What’s the matter? 
Quiet down! My baby, Jock, can’t sleep with 
all this chatter.” 


Mazey climbed down to a branch quite 
close to Eli’s head. “Don’t try to tell me 
what to do. This is my tree,” she said. 

Eli didn’t say a word, just lifted her big 

trunk and broke the limb off, Mazey and all 
—CRINKLE-CRACKLE-PLUNK! 
- The other monkeys jumped and laughed 
and clapped their hands with glee. And 
when they knew Eli had gone, they came 
down from the tree. Mazey didn’t say a 
word; she didn’t even squeak. She followed 
them, and when they said, “Now, let’s play 
hide-and-seek,” she thought, “T’'ll hide so 
far away I simply can’t be found.” 

First, she swung from tree to tree, then 
dropped down to the ground. Suddenly, she 


er Smith 


We're 


_ They § saw ahead a perfect place to hide, a kind 
nated, jg Of tree house on the ground. She paused— 
d each @ then went inside. “Fruit and nuts, yum- 


yum,” she thought; then BANG! a door 
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came down. “Some monkey played a trick 
on me,” thought Mazey with a frown. “Oh, 
well, Ill eat my breakfast. They'll soon come 
and let me out. I wish I had hidden closer, 
but they’ll find me here, no doubt.” 

But Mazey was mistaken. She was placed 
aboard a ship; and all alone for days, she 
felt the blue waves rise and dip. She missed 
her friends and playmates. She sighed, ‘As 
Mother says, “To have a friend, one must be 
a friend.’ She sadly shook her head. 

But it wasn’t very long until she came to 
her journey’s end. And in a zoo in a beauti- 
ful park, she found a lot of friends. She 
was placed on Monkey Island with monkey 
friends by the dozens, and boy and girl 
friends outside the fence that she thought 
might be her cousins. They smiled at her— 
threw her peanuts. They ate them; she ate 
them, too—the happiest, friendliest monkey 
that ever lived in a zoo! 
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MEN MADE BRAVE 


in THE crucifixion of Jesus, the dis- 
ciples were sad and troubled. 

On Easter morning Mary Magdalene and 
Mary the mother of Jesus found the empty 
tomb and saw the risen Christ in the garden. 
But even after these women sought out the 
disciples to give them the joyful news, the 
disciples thought of their words as an idle 


tale. 
Days passed. “What should they do?” the 


disciples asked as they were together one 
night. Simon Peter sat, biting his lips. Once 
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a fisherman, he, like the others, had given up 
his work to follow the Master. He wanted to 
go on with Jesus’ work of healing and 
preaching, but if he did he might face perse- 
cution and prison. And with the Master 
gone—— “I am going fishing,” he said sud- 
denly. 

Six other disciples, among them James, 
John, and Thomas, said, “We will go with 
you.” 

They went to the Sea of Tiberias and 
launched a boat. All night long Peter and 
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BY AYLESA FORSEE 


the others cast their nets, but they caught 
not a single fish. Discouraged and ready to 
quit, the disciples headed for shore just be- 
fore dawn. A night without sleep added to 
the strain and sorrow of the past few days 
had left them too tired even to talk. The 
only sound was that of the waves slapping 
against the boat. 

The disciples were hungry, too. Now there 
would not even be any fish for their break- 
fast, Peter thought gloomily. Suddenly, 
through the haze of the early morning light 
he caught a glimpse of a man standing on 
the shore. 

“Children, have you any fish?” the man 
asked. 

“No,” the disciples answered him, crest- 
fallen over their failure. 

“Cast the net on the right side of the 
boat,” the man on the beach told them, “and 
you will find fish.” 

The disciples did not know who the 
stranger was, but, tired as they were, they 
did as they were told. Their obedience was 
rewarded. This time there were so many 
fish they could not haul in the net. Probably, 
it was the biggest catch they had ever made. 

Who was this man who had so much wis- 
dom about methods of fishing, Peter won- 
dered. 

As he took a closer look at the stranger 
on the shore, John cried out in astonishment, 
“It is the Lord!” 

In his excitement over the return of the 
Master, Peter forgot how tired he was. Eager 
to be with Jesus, he could not wait to get 
to shore by boat. To unburden himself for 
the work of fishing, Peter had stripped off 
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We thank You, God, 
For this new day; 
Be with us as 
We work and play. 


We thank You for 
The restful night 
And for the morning’s 

Golden light. 


Please keep us safe 
And kind and strong; 

And keep us cheerful 
All day long. 


his rough fishing cloak. Now, he hastily 
clothed himself, sprang into the sea, and 
with quick, powerful strokes swam toward 
the shore. Peter's heart was almost burst- 
ing with happiness. He had grieved over the 
loss of his beloved Teacher. But now Jesus 
had come back to those who loved Him. 

As he neared the shore, Peter smelled fish 
cooking over the embers of a fire. Jesus had 
understood the hunger of the disciples and 
was lovingly meeting their need. 

“Bring some of the fish you have just 
caught,” Jesus directed as the boat reached 
the shore. 

Immediately, Simon Peter hauled the net 
ashore. It was full of large fish—a hundred 
and fifty-three of them! Although there were 
so many fish, the net had not been torn. 

“Come and have breakfast,” Jesus invited. 
He took the bread and fish and gave them 
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Springtime Thanksgiving 
&, Elta W Aomstrong 


I thank Thee for the sunshine; 
I thank Thee for the showers; 
I thank Thee for the songbirds 
And for the leafy bowers. 


I thank Thee for the springtime 
When all the earth is gay; 

I thank Thee for the grass and flowers 
And all spring’s bright array. 


to the disciples. 

In the bright morning sunshine the dis- 
ciples sat around the fire, enjoying food for 
empty stomachs and warmth for chilled 
bodies. Most of all, they enjoyed having 
Jesus among them in the old way. 

While they ate, Peter and the others said 
very little. Looking out over the calm blue 
water of the Sea of Tiberias, they must have 
thought of the deeper meaning of Jesus’ 
words, ‘‘Cast the net on the right side of 
the boat.” 

These words were a lesson in trust. Even 
when things seem to go all wrong, as they 
did for the disciples that night on the Sea 
of Tiberias, we need to hold to God's prom- 
ise that all things work together for good. 
When we trust God, love Him, and obey 
His commandments, then good comes to us, 
just as fish came into the net of the disciples. 

After they had finished breakfast, Jesus 
said to Peter, “Simon, son of John, lovest 
thou me more than these?” 

Simon Peter answered, ‘““Yea, Lord; thou 
knowest that I love thee.” 


Then Jesus said to him, “Feed my lambs.” 
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A second time Jesus said to Simon Peter, 
“Simon, son of John, lovest thou me?” 

Puzzled that Jesus should ask him the 
same question twice, Peter said again, ‘Yea, 
Lord; thou knowest that I love thee.” 

Jesus said to him, “Tend my sheep.” 

Then, a third time He questioned, “Lovest 
thou me?” 

That Jesus should keep questioning his 
love hurt Peter. True, on the night that 
Jesus was betrayed, Peter had three times 
denied that he knew the Master. But it had 
been through lack of courage, not lack of 
love. Actually, Peter loved Jesus dearly and 
had wept bitterly after his denials. Peter was 
beginning to wonder if the Master no longer 
trusted him. 

Jesus did trust Peter, but He knew there 
would be temptations for the disciples— 
temptations to give up their service to God 
and do something easier or safer. He wanted 
them to answer once and for all that ques- 
tion: Lovest thou me? 

It is a question that comes to all of us. 
We are constantly answering it in the things 
we do and say. When we speak and act kind- 
ly, cheerfully, helpfully, we show that love. 

In response to Jesus’ third, “Lovest thou 
me,” Peter answered fervently, “Lord, thou 
knowest all things; thou knowest that I love 
thee.” 

Jesus said to him, “Feed my sheep.” 

In those gentle, tender words to Peter, 
Jesus was giving a command to all who 
follow Him. He was saying, help one an- 
other. Often, that help is best given by our 
being an example to others through truth- 
fulness, obedience, joyousness. 

But, “Feed my sheep” was an assurance 
as well as a command. It tells us that our 
needs will be met if we unselfishly seek to 
do the will of God. 

Jesus must have said many other things 
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to Peter and the disciples at that breakfast, 
but John did not set them down for us. We 
do know that when Peter came to the break- 
fast he was discouraged and perhaps falter- 
ing a little in his faith. He knew that if he 
went on healing and preaching he would 
meet hatred, perhaps violence or even cruci- 
fixion. It would have been easy for him to 
go back to his fishing and keep quiet about 
what he had learned from the Master. 

But something happened to Peter at that 
breakfast with Jesus. Seeing the Master as 
he had known Him assured Peter that all 
Jesus had taught about resurrection and life 
eternal was true. The way Jesus had tri- 
umphed over death and evil gave Peter new 
daring and courage. Peter knew now that 
although Jesus would be going away, the 
Spirit of the risen Christ would lead and 
inspire him in every time of testing. No 
matter what trials lay ahead, Peter would be 
loyal and faithful. 

That morning by the Sea of Tiberias a 
real understanding came to the other dis- 
ciples as well as to Peter. When they found 


the true meaning of Easter, their lives were 
changed. They were ready to follow God 
—all good—at any price. 

When Jesus said, “Follow me,” there was 
no holding back. After that breakfast the 
disciples left their boats and nets behind 
them. They had truly become fishers of men 
and would go forth to teach, preach, bring 
rest to the weary, and heal the sick. To 
the disciples, Easter was not just a day; it 
was a promise that the resurrected Christ 
would be with them always, bringing victory 
of everything just and right. 

That promise holds for us, too, not just on 
Easter Sunday, but daily. We can begin each 
day by telling God we will listen for His 
voice as we walk, talk, work, and play. 
When we do, we find we have everything 
we need to help us live bravely and lovingly. 
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from the Sweet Shop, across from school. 
They cost a dime each. Now she could have 
one. Now she had a dime! She would go to 
the shop now, before school. 

Kathie started to step off the curb and 
cross the street to the Sweet Shop. But she 
stopped still. Somehow she did not. feel so 
happy as she had thought she would. She 
kept remembering the love and trust that 
were shining in her mother’s eyes when she 
kissed her good-by. The unhappy feeling 
kept bouncing higher and higher and higher. 

Slowly, Kathie walked into the school- 
yard. Before the bell rang, she was so full 
of unhappiness that she knew that what she 
was doing was wrong. 

When Kathie sat down at her desk, she 
still had a moist dime in her tight little 
fist. She tied it carefully in a corner of her 
handkerchief. Then she pinned the hand- 
kerchief safely in her pocket. 

Oh, if only noon would come! Could she 
live until she could put that dime back into 
the little brown jar? Not for anything 
would she let Mother and Daddy know what 
she had done. She knew now that it would 
hurt them. She knew now that she had done 
wrong. Why, oh, why couldn’t she have un- 
derstood this before she took the dime! 

It was a quiet little Kathie who excused 
herself after eating almost no lunch that 
day. When Mother went to the kitchen, 
Kathie pulled the chair to the shelf in the 
living room. She was just dropping the dime 
into the little brown jar when her mother 
called from the kitchen: “Kathie, I know 
something is bothering you. Do you want 
to talk it over with me, dear?” 

“No, Mother,” answered Kathie faintly. 
“Are you sure, dear?” Mother said gently. 
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(Continued from page 9) 


Kathie quickly put the little brown jar 
back on the shelf. She climbed down from 
the chair and ran into the kitchen, into her 
mother’s outstretched arms. 

“Oh, Mummy, Mummy,” she cried be- 
tween sobs. “I wasn’t going to tell you, but I 
just have to.” 

Out spilled the whole story. Words tum- 
bled over each other—the Easter bunny, the 
little brown jar, the dime, the unhappiness. 
Then finally she told about trying to put the 
dime back without letting anyone know what 
she had done. 

“But I couldn’t, Mummy. I just couldn't. 
I had to tell you. Now I feel clean again.” 

“Dear little Kathie,” whispered Mother, 
holding her close. 

“Now I know what Miss Timmins meant 
when she talked to us in school about our 
conscience,” Kathie said. ‘That was it, 
wasn't it, Mother? That unhappy feeling 
that kept bouncing up again and again? I 
couldn’t understand it before. I'll never let 
it bounce that way again.” Kathie drew a 
long breath and shook her head solemnly. 

“You do still love me, don’t you, Moth- 
er?” she continued. “You know all about 
me, but you still love me, don’t you?” 

“T still love you, darling,” said Mother 
softly. 

“But does God still love me, Mother?” 

“Yes, Kathie. God still loves you. He 
never stops loving you. He is your heavenly 
Father, dear. Yes, Kathie, He loves you be- 
cause He is love. He loves you always and 
forever.” 


Kathie gave a contented little sigh. 


“I’m happy again, Mother—so happy,” 
she said. 
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I’ve seen Easter bunnies 
In the stores downtown; 

I have seen their pictures, 
Dressed in white and brown. 


I’ve heard tales about them— 
How they run and play! 

How, in Easter baskets, 
Colored eggs they lay! 


In the stores I’ve seen them— 
But I wish I could 

See an Easter bunny 
Hopping through a wood! 
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When | awake each morning, | have a little talk with God. 
These are the words | shall use this month. 


neither can I. 


God wants me to do. 


through everything I say and do. 


Him to handle. I trust Him. 


forgive and to love others. 


I give to others freely because God 
gives to me. ® I give as gladly as God 
gives. I am glad I can share my good 


} and remember, too, to listen to what 
He says to me. 
with others. 


“God is my health, I can’t be sick.” 
The real me is made in the image and 
likeness of God. God can't be sick, so 


I remember to be patient. ® | do not let 
people or things upset me. I do what 


Today I will bless everyone I meet. 
I will see God's loving kindness in 
everyone, and I will let His love show 


I am happy in the warmth of God’s 
love. ® There is no trouble too big for 


I love everyone. ® Just as Jesus’ faith 
in God helped Him to endure cruci- 
fixion without hating those who cruci- 
fied Him, my faith in God helps me to 


I will remember to pray today. #® | will 
talk with God often during the day— 


When all the world is glad with 


first freshness of spring, it is good , 
talk with God. These daily praye, 
were written just for you, to help yo 


make each day joyous. 


Father, teach me to be understanding 
Help me to see the good in others. He 
me to be loving and kind to all peopk 


thing I say will be cheerful and kind 


place. 


“I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be, 


Through Christ, the Truth that is i 


My life, my health, and my strength 
come from God. ® He wants only good 
for me. His will for me is health and 
strength. 


“Create in me a clean heart, O God.” 
I shall think of the good life of Jesus. 
and try to do as He would do. 


I choose my words carefully. © I thin 
cheerful, kind thoughts so that every. 


I will try to find something good in 
everything that happens today. ® [ m 
willing to learn whatever new lessons 
God wants to teach me. 


I promise myself to do the will and the 
work of Jesus Christ. ® His will is tha 
we love one another. His work is any 
work that makes the world a happy 
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I do unto others as I would have them 
do unto me. ® Even if others are not do- 
ing what is right, I am not afraid to do 
right. 


“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not 
want.” I am thankful for everything 
good—what I already have and what 
God is going to give me. 


“God is my all, I know no fear.” # I am 
never afraid, for God is with me. I can 
feel His love around about me all the 
time. 


I will try to be more like Jesus Christ 
today. ® I will love others as He loves 
me. I will do everything with love in 
my heart. 


I take time to rest and relax. # I know 
that resting is the way God has 
planned for me to find new strength so 
I can enjoy my work and play more. 


The Lord is risen today. ® My heart is 
full of joy and happiness. On this 
Easter Sunday my life is filled with 
love for all God's children. 


I know that I and those I love are in 
God’s care. ® I am peaceful and 
happy, because I trust God. 


My good, true thoughts bring God's 
good gifts to me. * Among these good 
gifts are love, good health, kind friends, 
helpful teachers, and a happy home. 


God is taking care of me. ® Whatever 
I need, God provides. I am safe and 
secure in His love. 


I am ready to do my part. ® God helps 
me do any good thing. I am willing to 
work with Him to do whatever needs 
to be done. 


Thank You, Father, for keeping me 
well and happy. ® | help others by 
thinking of them as being well and 
happy. 


Today I worship God with joy and 
gladness. ® | show my love for Jesus 
Christ by going to church and learning 
more about Him. 


I look for good in everyone. ® When I 
see everyone | meet as a child of God, 
I find that I love everyone and every- 
one loves me. 


God is blessing me now. ® Today is a 
good day. There are good things all 
around me, for me and for everyone. 


Thank You, God, for faith and courage. 
I am Your child. There is nothing asked 
of me that I cannot do, with Your help. 


Today I will change whatever I do not 
like about myself. ® God is always 
ready to forgive my mistakes. I will 
be free and happy from this day on. 


Easter Bunny 


BY CAROLYN ROE (9 years) 
Excelsior Springs, Mo. 


An Easter bunny came hopping by, 
And wiped a tear from his eye. 
He said, "Oh, me! Oh, my! Oh, dear! 
I’ve lost my Easter eggs, I fear.” 


Evening Time 


BY JANELL JOHNSTON (11 years) 
Columbus, Ga. 


I love the evening time of the day, 
When all the sunshine has gone away. 
I often sit and watch the stars 

Caper around like little cars. 


I love to look at the moon's round face, 
Deciding if I were in his high place 

I'd shine on all the children sweet, 

And lay a moonbeam at their small feet. 


My Playhouse 


BY ARNETTA SUE DAWSON (8 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I have a playhouse up in a tree, 

Where my dog, Scrappy, plays with me. 
Sometimes it is a rocket up in the sky, 
Or just a plane that is ready to fly, 

Or maybe a big oceanliner at sea. 

Then, I remember we are just in a tree. 
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Normal Behavior 


BY JACQUELINE BURKE (12 years) 
Dallas, Tex. 


“It’s normal behavior for her age,” 
Mother says, as Daddy starts to rage 
When my sister Pat 
Acts like a brat. 


“It’s just a phase she’s going through,” 


When she applies the polish, but not on the 


shoe. 
“You must remember she’s only four,” 


When she draws with crayola all over the 


door. 


She’s a nice sister (as sisters go), 


But why must she get into everything so? 


Yes, my sister Pat is sometimes a brat, 
But don’t tell Mother I called her that! 


The Lagoon 


BY KAY WOODARD (12 years) 
El Cajon, Calif. 


Down by the lagoon, 
On a warm and sunny day, 

I saw the herons and flamingos 
Joyously at play. 


The flamingos and the herons 
Stopped to look at me; 

And as I sat there watching, 
They flew gracefully to sea. 
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In-Between 


BY DONNA KAY GARRETT (11 years) 
Dallas, Tex. 


I’m too big to fight with my brother, 
But I’m too little to talk back to my mother. 
I’m too little to wear paint on my face, 
Too big to get dirty—that’s a disgrace. 
For me, high heels are not suited, 

But I’m too big to go barefooted. 

Too little to have a date, 

Barely big enough to stay up late. 

Too big to make pies of mud, 

Too little to go to the show with Bud. 
Can't do anything about which I’m keen; 
I guess I'll always be in-between. 


Clouds 


BY DANNY BEER (11 years) 
Lake Orion, Mich. 


Some clouds are black, and some clouds are 
white, 

I wonder sometimes at their great, great 
height. 

Some clouds bring rain, and some clouds 
bring snow; 

But some bring nothing, as you already 
know. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for September, send it now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher — us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work published: Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 
year. 

We regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 
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| Hear the Voices of the City 


BY MARY RAY WHITE (12 years) 
Rock Island, Ill. 


I hear the voices of the city; 

They are not always witty. 

They are happy; they are sad— 

They are painful; they are glad. 

The sounds of the city are more than that— 
More than the sound of a howling tomcat 
Or the whizz of the cars passing by. 

I hear them, but I know not why! 

The sounds that are so tender and warm 

Can suddenly change to a honking horn. 
Its voices are like the call of the wild 

Or the call of a mother for a lost child. 

The streets and the parks are mine to roam, 
For the city is my happy home! 


My Cat 


BY NANCY HATFIELD (11 years) 
Harriman, Tenn. 


I have a very pretty cat! 

Her fur is soft and black; 

Her eyes are big and soft and green. 
They are the prettiest I've ever seen. 


She tries to follow me to school, 
Which is very much against the rule. 
So mother keeps her in the house, 
And she plays with her rubber mouse. 


She likes to play out in the snow, 

But does not like the wind to blow. 

She likes to catch the little leaves, 

Which fall down from the big, big trees. 


She quickly comes when school is out 
And runs and jumps and plays about. 
I sure do like my little cat; 

She is so soft and warm and fat. 
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Designed by Janet Bauer 


(12 years) 
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If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 
wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher stating that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 


Wee Wisdom 


| 
\ \ 
2! 
\ } 
/ ,! | \ \ \ \ “2 / - | 
| 


BY LAWRENT LEE 


Copyright 1957 by Erma and Vera Waliner 


THE BIG JOKE 


i= ROOST, the clubhouse where the Spar- 
tans held their meetings, was filled with deep 
silence, which was now and then broken by 
chuckles. All seven of the Spartans were 
there, writing jingles for April Fools’ Day. 
The school board had offered a five-dollar 
prize to the child in Miss Morgan’s room 
who wrote the rhyme the board members 
thought the best, and everyone was eager to 
win it. 

A smile tugged at Coralee’s lips as she 
heard Chink snicker, “I guess this isn’t good 
enough to turn in, but I like it. Listen. 

“Old April Fool’s a funny fellow! 
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He makes me snort and sometimes bellow.” 

“Not bad,” Andy said. 

“Why don’t you turn it in?” David asked. 
“No one can tell what someone else is go- 
ing to think is best. This one of mine limps, 
but I’m turning it in: 

“Who wants an old-model April fool— 

Peppered candy or a broken stool ? 

I want one that’s up to date, 

One where the fooled and the fooler rate 

Fun and chuckles without debate— 

A new-model, true-model April fool.” 
“What do you say, Coralee?” Kegs asked. 
“Miss Morgan didn’t say there was a limit 
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on the number each of us can submit. So 
let’s send all the rhymes we write. This is 
my fourth, and it’s the worst one yet. But if 
tomorrow weren't the last day, I'd probably 
write more. I certainly do want that prize.” 

She slid her latest rhyme into the envelope 
beside her. It was addressed: “Miss Morgan 
—Prize Contest.” 

“Why not read it to us?” Bob asked curi- 
ously. “We don’t want to miss any laughs!” 

Coralee picked up the things she had 
brought from school with her. “I’m sorry,” 
she said, “but I promised Auntie I'd make 
pies, and I'll have to hurry. I've been so in- 
terested I almost forgot how late it’s get- 
ting.” 

Her cousin Red looked up at her quickly, 
and there was a strange look in his eyes. 
“Tell her I'll be home soon,” he said. “But 
you oughtn’t to hold out on us. We have all 
read our rhymes.” 

Could he be suggesting that she did not 
trust the other Spartans? Coralee had stayed 
at the Roost much too long, and she was in 
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a hurry; but she decided that running part 
of the way home was better than letting any 
one of them think that she was unfair. She 
put down her books. 

Bob said with an embarrassed grin, “Aw, 
forget it, Coralee. We understand.” 

She gave him a grateful glance, but she 
took out her paper and read: 

“Young Pillinney fell in a big, dark pool 
And landed on something sharp and cruel. 
‘Barbed wire!’ he cried with a stinging start, 
But a crayfish it was that had made him 

smart. 
With a flip of its claw, it seemed to say, 
‘Get out of my pool, you April fool! 
Get going! Scram! Depart!’ ” 

The Spartans laughed. 

“If that’s your worst one,’ David ex- 
claimed, “you'll win the prize!” 

Coralee blushed. How she hoped he was 
right! There were so many things she could 
do with five dollars. 

“All of you have good ones, too,” she said 
quickly. “And don’t forget Iliss; she’s really 
clever with words!” 


Coralee said, “I guess 
someone lost his rhymes.” 


FLORENCE 
MSCURDY 
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Andy nodded. “‘She’s full of ideas, too. But 
let the best rhyme win!” 

Coralee ran down the lane to the highway. 
Ahead of her was a girl in a pink dress that 
fluttered gaily in the breeze. 

“Oh, Judith,” Coralee cried impulsively. 

Judith turned and waved. She had a pretty, 
but fretful, face and a willful mouth, and 
her sparkling dark eyes had a habit of dart- 
ing away, as if she were afraid to let anyone 
see what she was thinking. 

Coralee waved back, but she was sorry 
that she had called. She wanted company on 
her way home, but she and Judith were not 
at all alike, and they sometimes clashed. 

Judith greeted Coralee with a question. 
“Are you writing any of those silly jingles?” 

“As many as I can,” Coralee answered 
with a laugh. “I could use that five-dollar 
prize!” 

“TI could, too,” Judith said, “but I’d rather 
tease my father for money than juggle words 
into rhymes.” 

“I think rhyming’s fun,” said Coralee. 

She stopped speaking and stared at a white 
square on the path ahead of her. She bent 
and picked up an envelope, sealed and ad- 
dressed. The first words were blurred, as 
though a moist hand had touched them, but 
the last word was “Contest.” 

“I guess someone lost his rhymes,’ Coralee 
said. “I'll give them to Miss Morgan in the 
morning.” 

“Why should you do that?” Judith ex- 
claimed, “There are lots of contests—radio 
and television and hundreds of others. Maybe 
it’s for one of them.” She moistened her fin- 
ger on her tongue and rubbed it swiftly over 
the address, smearing out the word “Con- 
test.” “You can’t read anything,” she said 
triumphantly, ‘“‘and giving it to Miss Mor- 
gan’s none of your business. There'd just be 
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Table Blessing 


By Florence Gresham 


God, bless our food 
This Eastertide. 

In health and joy 
May we abide. 


more jingles for yours to compete with.” 

Coralee stared at the envelope. As Judith 
said, no one could read the address now, but 
she was sure she had seen the word “Con- 
test.” 

“That looked like Iliss Juggezier’s writ- 
ing,” Coralee said. 

“She’s still so foreign she makes her letters 
funny and stiff,” Judith said critically. “What 
are you going to do?” 

Coralee had been thinking. Of course, it 
was not her business to go along the high- 
way, picking up envelopes and giving them 
to people they might or might not belong to; 
and if the envelope did hold Iliss’ rhymes, 
by giving it to Miss Morgan, she might get 
the prize for Iliss and lose it for herself. 

“Well?” Judith persisted. 

They had reached the driveway that led to 
Coralee’s home, and she was glad. She said 
hastily, “I want to do what's right.” 

She ran toward the gate; but she heard 
Judith call, “You want the prize, too. Any- 
way, I don’t like Iliss!” 

Coralee hurried on. She did like Iliss, but 
liking or not liking a person had nothing to 
do with what was right or wrong. She kept 
reminding herself of the Golden Rule—do- 
ing to others as she would have them do to 
her. If she had lost her own rhymes, she 
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would want anyone who found them to take 
them to Miss Morgan. 

“Just the same,” she told herself, “‘would- 
n't it be a joke on me if I turned these rhymes 
in and cut myself out of the prize? What an 
April-fool joke that would be!” 

All evening and night, even in her dreams, 
Coralee’s problem worried her. In the morn- 
ing, she awoke feeling tired. As she and her 
cousin Red walked to school, he told her she 
looked pale; and it was hard for her to give 
him her usual quick smile. 

When they reached school, she went 
straight to Miss Morgan and handed her the 
envelope with her rhymes in it and also the 
one she had picked up on the highway. 

“That address is blurred, Miss Morgan,” 
she said, “but it was addressed to some con- 
test. I think it was ours. I found it when I 
was going home yesterday.” 

As she went to her seat, she passed Judith 
and heard her whisper, “That was the silliest 
thing you could do!” 

April Fools’ Day came, and the class 
could hardly wait till time for the prize to be 
given. 


Jerry 


The room was quiet when Miss Morgan 
read the rhyme that had been chosen as best. 
The first word told Coralee that she was not 
the winner. 
“What do I do on April Fool— 

Send Dad on a search for our old mule 

That’s safe in the pasture, according to 

rule? 

Put pepper in Mother’s very good gruel 

So I can shout a big, ‘April fool’? 

Maybe there are other things I could do: 

Find her lost doll for sister Sue, 

Or maybe fool my brother Lou 

By dying his old shirt a gay, bright blue, 

And give them both a glad, ‘Halloo!’ 

Oh, 
There are lots of ways to play a joke 
And April-fool all sorts of folk!” 
Coralee’s heart was heavy; but she avoided 

Judith’s triumphant glance and applauded 
with the class. 


“Tliss,” said Miss Morgan, “can you tell 


us what you are going to do with the five 
dollars ?” 

Iliss’ cheeks were pink with excitement, 
and her eyes glowed as she took the crisp 


NOW WHERE 
ARE THOSE 
BABY SHOES? 


Neff-Smith 
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new bill that was handed to her. 

She faced the room and said in a voice that 
sang with happiness, “I’m going to put it 
with the money my family is saving to bring 
my grandmother to America. Grandmother 
used to live with us before we came here, 
and we love her dearly; but when there 
wasn’t enough money to bring us all to this 
country, she said she would wait till we could 
send for her. Now, it won't be long. And 
someone who was good and kind helped by 
putting my rhymes in the contest. I lost them, 
you know.” 

Again applause rang out. When it quieted, 
Miss Morgan read another rhyme. 

“Coralee wrote this one,” she said, ‘‘and 
it’s very good. Also, it was Coralee who 
found Iliss’ rhymes and gave them to me. 
She did a fine thing, but it was no more than 
we would expect of her. Is it, class?” 

They all clapped in hearty agreement. To 
Coralee’s surprise, Judith joined with the 
others. 

“I like grandmothers,” she whispered to 
Coralee, ‘‘and I’m glad you helped Iliss win!” 

Strange things were happening in Coralee. 
In spite of losing the prize, she felt wonder- 
ful. Now, she would have a small part in 
bringing Iliss’ grandmother to those who 
loved her and those she loved so very much. 

Coralee gave Judith a radiant smile. 

“This is really an April-fool joke on me,” 
she said. “I’m lots happier because Iliss won 
than if I’d won myself!” 


The teacher was giving her class a test on 
a recent natural history lesson. ‘Now, 
Bobby,” she said, “tell me where the ele- 
phant is found.” 

The boy hesitated for a moment. Then his 
face lit up. “The elephant, teacher,” he said, 
“is such a large animal it is scarcely ever 
lost.” 
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To you, Brother! 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

All creation is the house of God, and every 
man, woman, and child in it is God’s honored 
guest. And each of us is also a host in God’s 
house. Through our good thoughts, our good 
words, and our good deeds, the goodness of 
God flows out to others and to all the world. 

As hosts in God’s house, we welcome ev- 
eryone we meet with a loving smile, because 
we remember that everyone is God's child. 
As hosts in God’s house, we let God help 


us do only those things which are loving, joy- 
ous, truthful, kind, and helpful. 

If you are not already a member of the 
Good Words Booster Club, we invite you to 
write to Barbara Benson, WEE WIsDOM, 
Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and ask for an ap- 
plication form. We believe that you will be 
happy as you join other members in thinking 
good thoughts, speaking good words, and 
doing good deeds. 

Joyfully and lovingly, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary 


Dear Barbara: 1 am eleven years old, and I 
am in the sixth grade. When I first came into 
this grade, I was afraid because I thought I 
would not be able to do the work. I asked 
God to help me, and now I find that the 
work is easy. 

I know eight boys and girls who would 
like to join the Good Words Booster Club. 
Will you please send eight application 
forms? —ERNEST 


=" We are happy to send the application 
forms, Ernest, and to welcome your friends 
into the Good Words Booster Club. 

And we want to thank you for helping us 
to remember that in all our schoolwork we 
need to pray, knowing that God-Mind is ac- 
tive in us, helping us to study easily and 
quickly and to remember perfectly all that we 
need to know, 
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Dear Barbara: 1 would like to thank WEE 
Wispom for publishing “My Daily Word 
with God.” It has helped me a great deal. 
Each day’s prayer statement seems to have 
been written exactly for me! A friend of 
mine who also reads WEE WISDOM agrees 
wholeheartedly with me! 

—MARLENE (Canada) 


= Thank you, Marlene, for telling us that 
you and your friend enjoy using the daily 
prayer statements. Because we all are God's 
children, it does seem that each statement or 
prayer is written especially for us! 


Dear Barbara: Every Christmas my great- 
aunt gives me a subscription for WEE WIS- 
DOM as a present. And I must say that it is 
one of my very favorite gifts because it 
lasts the whole year! 
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While looking back on other years, I 
think that last year was the hardest. Every- 
thing seemed to happen all at once. For in- 
stance, I had a bad infection in my toes. 
Yet, instead of discouraging me, it en- 
couraged me—I just prayed all the more. I 
found myself praying all through the day. 
The Prayer of Faith is really wonderful, 
and I like it so much that I have memorized 
it. Now I can always have it with me, be- 
cause I can’t leave it at home or lose it. I 
have it in my mind, and I shall always have 
it wherever I go; and I shall always share 
it with whomever I meet. —TONI 


= Thank you, Toni, for your good letter. 
Thousands and thousands of boys and girls, 
and adults, too, have found The Prayer of 
Faith to be a mighty help in every need, just 
as you have, Toni. Faith is believing in God 
and His goodness, and it is like a bridge 
across which God sends the right and good 
answer to our every prayer. 


Dear Barbara: 1 read the Good Words Boost- 
er Club pledge every day. I try to do as it 
says. Mommy and Daddy join me in The 
Prayer of Faith, and we all sing it. I am glad 
to be a member of the Good Words Booster 
Club. I like to read my WeE WisDOM maga- 
zine. —LENNY (Canal Zone) 


= We, too, are glad, Lenny, that you are a 
member of our club. You are letting others 
see God in you. You are trying to act as a 
child of God should act, so that those who 
meet you will know that you are God's 
child, a child of goodness. 


Dear Barbara: The other night when I was 
baby sitting, the little girl climbed into her 
older sister’s bed. She was not supposed to 
be in that bed so I took her out. But she cried 
and cried and called for her sister, so I put 
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her back into her sister’s bed. 

Later, I tried again to move her out of 
her sister’s bed into her own bed. Suddenly, 
I remembered The Prayer of Faith, where 
it says, “God is my help in every need,” and, 
“God dwells within me, guides my way 
through every moment, night and day.” 

So when I lifted the little girl again, I kept 
saying the words over and over. And when 
I put her in her own bed, she did not cry 
or make the least bit of noise. —MARY 


= Thank you, Mary, for helping us remem- 
ber that God is always ready to help us in 
every need. Our part is to pray, to listen, and 
to try to do what God tells us to do. 


PEN PALS 
This column gives our readers (under 13 
years of age) an opportunity to know one 
another better. Among the names printed 
here we hope you will find the pen pal you 
have been looking for. We especially invite 
our foreign readers to send in their names. 


Linda Miller (8), Forest Park, Valparaiso, Ind.; 
Irene Grotewold (9), Larchwood, Iowa; Leslie 
Lynn Mossburgh (9), Box 900, Osburn, Idaho; 
Tommy Schumann (10), 422 Loma Vista, El 
Segundo, Calif.; Roger Gale (10), 837 E. 22d 
St., Brooklyn 10, N.Y.; Timothy Matthews (10), 
Rte. 3, Box 889, Evansville, Ind,; Crystal Lipzin 
(10), 254 Euclid Ave., Kenmore 23, N.Y.; Carol 
Burdett (10), Box 145, Lundar, Man., Canada; 
Joyce Tyrseck (11), Box 167, Montville, Conn.; 
Linda Donoho (11), Rte. 3, Perry, Okla.; Patty 
Harris (11), 1230 Wabash Ave., Dayton 5, Ohio; 
Joanne Nelson (11), 109 Hillcrest Ave., Willow- 
dale, Ont., Canada; Guy Perkins (12), 425 Col- 
lege Ave., Bluefield, W. Va.; Diana Hilden (12), 
Box 31, River Rd., Ulster Park, N.Y.; Betty Lou 
Brown (12), Loraine, N.Dak.; Kathleen Burton 
(12), Apartado 893, Caracas, Venezuela, South 
America; Susan Hipel (12), 25 Second St., Elmira, 
Ont., Canada; Lotte Werner (12), Erwitte, Kr. 
Lippfladt, Vollinghaufer Weg. 1, Br. Zone, Ger- 
many. 
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EASTER EGG ARITHMETIC 


BY ROSALIE W. DOSS 


Help these boys and girls look around; 
Tell how many Easter eggs each found. 


Sara found an Easter egg beneath a vine; 
With eight eggs she had, this made ----. 


Billy found two eggs behind an old beehive; 
He found three more, and he had --- -. 


Two eggs by the gate, another under a tree— 
Jane was happy because her eggs numbered 


Don found five pretty eggs near Bossy’s pen; 
Five more eggs under a rosebush made - --. 


TUCK IN A LETTER 


BY ISABEL WILLIAMS 


Find one letter that you can tuck into 
each of the four words in each of these 
groups to make them spell another word. 

Unscramble the letters you use to find 
another word. 


1. flat 3. moth 5. sold 
pint hose with 
vice once bath 
shut pond sale 

2. pure 4. meal 6. fame 
coat peal bend 
hate seam four 


boat sick back 


Answers on Inside Back Cover 


A JOYOUS DAY 


BY LUCY HAMILTON 


The first of APRIL, 


The last of JUNE, 
The middle of MERRY, 
The first of TUNE, 


The last of EGGS, and 
The center of SHELL— 
Put each in its place; 
The whole will tell 
A joyous Sunday 
That comes in spring, 
When hearts are gay, 
And children sing. 


WHAT AM I? 


BY LOIS SNELLING 


I have two parts, and they are fun; 

You say them when some month’s begun. 
My first part makes you think of spring; 
My second is a silly thing. 

And when my all somebody cries, 

You're sure to have a big surprise. 


CAN YOU NAME THESE TREES? 


BY JEAN CONDER SOULE 


What tree might wag its tail? 
What tree is a spring flower? 

What tree might have kittens? 

What tree might be found at the ocean? 
What tree is sad? 
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6. What tree stretches? 

7. What tree can you chew? 

8. What tree can you wear on your feet? 

9. What tree wears an expensive coat? 
. What tree is a sneeze? 


GARDENING RECIPE 


BY ROSALIE W. DOSS 


Making a garden is lots of fun; 
Two ingredients are rain and - - «, 


Add a little honest toil; 
With a spade turn up the ----, 


Mark each row with a stake; 
Smooth ever so evenly with a ----, 


Carefully add an assortment of seeds; 
Keep the garden free from ----- ; 


Then one morning when you look out, 
Surprise! There’s the first green - --- - - 


WHO? 


BY ROSALIE W. DOSS 


What word is missing from each of these 
Bible quotations? You have three choices 
below each quotation. See how many blanks 
you can fill correctly! 


1. “No man can serve two 
(Matt. 6:24) 
a. parents b. masters cc. lands 

2. “And there came a poot................ , and 
she cast in two mites.” (Mark 12:42) 
a.man __b. boy c. widow 

, thou sluggard; 
Consider her ways, and be wise.” (Prov. 
6:6) 
a.lion b.bee c.ant 


4. “Thou shalt not bear false witness 
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against thy ” (Ex. 20:16) 
a.enemy b.neighbor  c. king 

5. “Come ye after me, and I will make 
en of men.” (Matt. 4:19) 


a. fishers b. hunters c. servants 


WORD SQUARE 


BY LUCY HAMILTON 


/ 2 3 4 


2 


One is a penny, 
Also a dime. 
Two is a monster 
Of olden time. 
Three is a flower 
That blooms in May. 
Four is the place 
Where birdlings stay. 


ADD TO THE FILLING 


BY SHEILA OSTRANDER 


By putting the same letter both before and 
after the “fillings,” you will be able to form 
the word defined in the second column. 


1. -lum- Fat. 

2.-eade- Elementary school book. 
3. -hoe- Foot covering. 

4, -ras- Rub out. 

5.-orren- Heavy rain. 

6. -il- Turn at an angle. 

7. -ylo- A material. 

8. -rea- Something special. 
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TOYS AROUND THE WORLD 


Swedish Pine-Cone Bird 
BY GLENN MORGAN 


M INIATURE animals are popular every- 
where in the world. They can be made of 
wood, clay, glass, cloth—whatever is avail- 
able in the locality. 

This little pine-cone bird is popular in 
Sweden. The tiny pine cone looks like ruffled 
feathers. The head of the little bird from 
Sweden is carved from soft wood, but you 
can use stiff paper. 

Cut out two wings, a tail, and a head from 
stiff paper (see illus.). Fold the -head as 
shown in Fig. A. Fold the flap over on the 


SWEDEN 


bill and glue shut (see Fig. B). Fold the 
flaps down at the back of the head and glue 
to the flat end of the pine cone. Wind an 
eight-inch piece of thin wire around the cone 
and twist together, leaving ends the same 
length to bring down for feet. Put glue on 
straight ends of wings and tail and tuck them 
into pine cone. 

When dry, paint the entire bird with poster 
paint. Do not try to get paint inside every 
little scale on the pine cone; let some brown 
show. Paint eyes black. Bend the wire legs 
so your bird will stand up, or wind the ends 
of wire around a small branch of a tree. 

You can make several birds and use them 
to add interest and beauty to house plants 
or bouquets, 


A PRETTY EASTER BASKET 


BY M. MABLE LUNZ 


C UT a two-section piece from the end of 
an oblong egg box. Punch a hole at each 
side to put your handle through. Paint the 
basket with bright water colors and let it 
dry. 

Stick a 12-inch pipe cleaner through the 
hole at each side and twist the ends around 
to make the handle. Tie a bow of pretty 
ribbon at the top of the handle and set two 
colored Easter eggs in your basket. 
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EASTER GREETING CARD 


BY BERNICE WALZ 


4s 


Ts MAKE beautiful Easter cards for the 
members of your family or your friends, 
draw a cross 314 by 214 inches on a piece 
of paper that measures 41/, by 6 inches. See 


illustration. Scallop the edges of the sheet 
with purple crayon and outline the cross 
heavily. Cut out the cross and the scallops 
and lay this sheet on top of a sheet of white 
construction paper, 9 by 6 inches, that is 
folded lengthwise. With an eraser rub the 
purple crayon on the cross inward and that 
on the scallops outward. Print “Easter Greet- 
ings” on the front and write an Easter mes- 
sage on the inside. 


A TERRARIUM FOR MOTHER 


BY VIRGINIA APPELT 


A TERRARIUM for Mother on Mother’s 


Day is a little garden of plants growing in a 
fish bowl or any deep glass bowl. 

Put about three inches of good rich dirt 
in the bowl. Then start collecting plants. 
Don’t worry if you don’t know what the 
plants are, for half the fun of a terrarium is 
seeing what the little plants turn out to be. 
Some weeds are just as pretty as garden 
flowers. Look in the woods and fields and in 
the garden for tiny seedlings. A piece of 
glass over the top keeps the moisture in. 


Mother will enjoy watching her terrarium 
grow, and you can make it a year-round gift 
by taking out plants that get too big and 
putting in small ones. 


o 
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The Legend of Ralindomar 


(Continued from page 7) 


by tracks. If there had ever been a dragon 
here, he had been gone a long, long time. 
Perhaps the men had simply taken the rock 
by the cave for a dragon—as he almost had. 
No one could ever know for certain. But 
now, Jeffrey was certain he had truly solved 
the secret of the rhyme. 

Hindered by the box, but helped by the 
growing daylight, Jeffrey clambered down 
the mountain. Now, if he could only get back 
without being seen and stopped. He shared 
the last of the water with King, and with 
the heavy box before him on the saddle, they 
set out. 

He kept to the back roads and the fields, 
more than once jumping the great horse over 
a low fence or a wall. King still galloped 
easily, his dark coat was sweaty, but his 
breath was coming deep and strong. Once 
in the city, a twisting alleyway soon brought 
them to the great square before the church. 
Most of the townspeople were grouped there, 
waiting to go in and talking of the theft of 
the Lord Mayor's horse. 

In the very center of the square, sur- 
rounded by startled faces, Jeffrey pulled the 
big black horse to a halt and dropped the 
reins on his neck. King of the Night stood 
very quietly as Jeffrey climbed stiffly from 
the saddle. The people surged toward him. 
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Then they fell back in awe as they saw what 
he carried. 
“The lilies!’ breathed a hundred voices. 
“The lilies of Ralindomar!” 


“I brought them for the church,” Jeffrey 
said simply. Carrying the box into the church, 
he set it down before the altar just as the 
church bell rang out the call to service. Curb- 
ing their curiosity, the people filed quietly 
into the little church. Never was there a more 
joyous Easter service in Ralindomar. 

Afterward, as they came out of the church, 
everyone was bursting with wonder. They 
crowded around Jeffrey with eager questions 
about the dragon. He could only shake his 
head and say, ‘There was no dragon—only 
the rocks and an empty cave.” 

“But the rhyme,” they asked. ‘“You must 
have found the secret of the rhyme?” 

“I—I only thought it meant that if I took 
God with me, I could go alone but still not 
be alone.” 

The people were silent. Such a simple so- 
lution, but none of them had been able to see 
it. As they wondered, Jeffrey looked around 
for King, but he had been led away to the 
Lord Mayor's stable. Seeing the smith in the 
crowd, Jeffrey heaved a sigh. It had all been 
wonderful, but it was over now. 

He was starting slowly down the steps 
when the Lord Mayor placed his hand on 
Jeffrey's shoulder. Seeing him, Jeffrey bowed 
very low. “No, no, my boy,” said the Lord 
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MAMMA MANTIS 


BY ISABEL WILLIAMS 


a praying mantis is a very busy 
lady. After she lays her eggs—and there may 
be as many as two hundred—she has to make 
a cradle to protect those eggs. The cradle 
must be good and strong, too, because it 
must protect the eggs throughout the long, 
cold winter. 

When mamma praying mantis is ready to 
lay her eggs, she climbs the stalk of a plant 


or shrub. Then, hanging head downward, 
she starts her egg-laying and cradle-making 
chores. 

The cradle is spun from froth which she 
squeezes from her own body. This froth 
hardens in the air and incases the eggs in a 
snug little air-tight case. When the frothy 
cradle is thick enough and hard enough, 
mamma praying mantis’ chore is done. 

All through the long, cold winter, the 
mantis eggs lie snugly in their well-built 
cradle. When the warm spring comes along, 
it is time for the babies to hatch and leave 
their warm little home. 

One by one they start out in the world. 
They do not fall out of their cradle to the 
ground, which would probably kill them. 
They crawl out of the very bottom of the 
case. Then, holding onto a silken thread, 
which has been provided for them by Mam- 
ma, they slide down to the ground—much 
like a fireman coming down a pole. 

After this, the baby praying mantis is off 
and away, hunting insects for lunch. In fact, 
the praying mantis eats so many harmful in- 
sects that it is truly the farmer's and the 
gardener’s friend. 


Mayor gently. “It is I who should bow to 
you. Your courage and faith have given back 
the lilies of Ralindomar to all of us. If you 
will, you shall come and live in my house 
as the son I never had. And King of the 
Night shall be your own horse. What do you 
say? Will you come?” 

Jeffrey could not speak. He could only nod 
his head gratefully. 

Someone cried, “Hurrah for Jeffrey.” And 
then, “Hurrah for the Lord Mayor.” And 
cheers went up all around the square. When 
Jeffrey saw that the smith was cheering, too, 
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he thought he could not possibly be any hap- 
pier. And at that very moment, he felt a 
drop of rain on his face. The drought had 
finally broken! 

No one ran to get out of the rain, They 
all seemed to delight in getting wet. As 
Jeffrey stood with the Lord Mayor’s hand on 
his shoulder and his face turned up to the 
wonderful coolness of the rain, he had no 
idea that one day he himself would be Lord 
Mayor—the most famous Lord Mayor in the 
history of Ralindomar. He knew only that he 
was very thankful and very, very happy. 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 


. we make delicious oatmeal cookies today? They 
will keep for a long time in a cooky jar or a tightly covered 
canister. They will be good for your school lunch or to eat 
as a snack, with milk. This recipe makes 5 dozen. If that is 
more than you want, cut the recipe in half. 


Oatmeal Crispies 
1 cup shortening 11, cups flour 
1 cup brown sugar 1 tsp. salt 


1 cup granulated sugar 
2 well-beaten eggs 
1 tsp. vanilla 


1 tsp. soda 
3 cups oatmeal 
lf, cup chopped walnut meats 


Remember, we always wash our hands before we begin 
to cook! 

Into a large bowl, measure your shortening and sugars. 
Cream them together by pressing them between the back of 
a mixing spoon and the side of the bowl. In another bow], 
beat the eggs with a rotary beater until fluffy. Add eggs and 
vanilla to shortening. Beat well. Add sifted flour, salt, and 
soda and 3 cups of oatmeal and 14 cup chopped nut meats. 
Mix well, 

With your hands, shape the mixture into two long rolls 
about 2 inches across. Wrap in waxed paper and chill over- 
night or until you are ready to bake them. The unbaked roll 
will keep in the refrigerator for weeks. 

When you are ready to bake your cookies, slice the roll 
so the cookies are 14 inch thick. Bake them on an ungreased 
cooky sheet in a preheated oven at 350° for ten minutes. 

Two or three cookies wrapped in wax paper and slipped 
into the Easter basket you give your friend will make a nice 
surprise. 
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THE PRAYER 
OF FAITH 


(Adapted) 


God is my help in every 
need ; 


God does my every hunger 
feed; 


God dwells within me, 
guides my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 


I now am wise, I now am 
true, 


Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 

All things I am, can do, and 
be, 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 


God is my all, I know no 
fear, 


Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 


Sammy did not like to 
study; therefore, his mother 
was both surprised and de- 
lighted when he came home 
one day at noon with the an- 
nouncement: “I got one hun- 
dred this morning.” 

“That’s fine, Sammy!” ex- 
claimed his proud mother. 
“What was it in?” 

“Fifty in reading and fifty 
in ’rithmetic.” 
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The Pink Nylon Cloud 


(Continued from page 13) 


summer and winter and have them ready for 
our spring marble trade next year? We have 
a lot of cotton remnants that you could use. 
And we will pay you almost as much as 
your regular price. That way you could have 
a little income all the year. Would you be 
interested ?” 

Teresa felt dizzy with joy; her mouth sud- 
denly felt dry. A little income all the year? 
Interested? She turned to her mother. 

“I think it would be fine if Teresa wants 


April, 1957 


to do it,” her mother said proudly. “She 
loves to sew.” 

“Then it’s a bargain. Come to the store, 
and we'll decide on the details.” While 
Teresa was trying to say thank you, Mr. Staf- 
ford shook hands all around and went away. 

Teresa laughed a little and cried a little. 
Now she could help her mother buy things 
for everybody. She looked at her family 
through a misty cloud of happiness—a pink 
nylon cloud, edged all around with glisten- 
ing, golden buttons. 
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BY ROLAND REXROTH 


. you have the opportunity to 
visit a zoo or a circus, you will be greatly 
amused by the antics of the monkeys. These 
lively creatures are continually climbing, 
jumping, and swinging back and forth. They 
often keep up a chattering that sounds al- 


most like a flow of conversation. 


Monkeys live in the tropical forests in 
both the Old World and the New World. 
The American monkeys have wider noses 
and two more teeth in each jaw than their 
relatives in the Eastern Hemisphere. All 
monkeys have mischievous (and sometimes 
wrinkled) faces, and their facial expressions 
are often like those of human beings. They 
use their feet like hands, for their toes are 
like thumbs and fingers. Some authorities say 
that the word monkey is derived from an 
Italian word that means old woman. 


Some of us have been delighted by the 
antics of an organ grinder’s pet monkey. 
This little fellow (usually a rhesus or a 
spider monkey) wears a bright-colored suit 
or clown costume. He does tricks while the 
music plays, and then, at a word from his 
master, he holds out a tiny cup for his audi- 
ence to put coins in. 
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Monkeys are easy to tame, and they make 
fine pets. They respond to kind treatment 
with caresses and kisses, and they often make 
gestures and sounds to let their owners know 
what they want. As you already know if you 
have seen them in a zoo or at a Circus, 
monkeys are very fond of peanuts. They also 
eat fruit, vegetables, and some insects. How- 
ever, some kinds of monkeys eat only buds 
and leaves. 

The two Spanish Guinea stamps that we 
illustrate picture families of monkeys found 
in that region. The Liberian stamp pictures 
a Diana monkey with his handsome white 
beard that makes him look much like a phi- 
losopher. 


Clerk: ‘Well, Johnny, what do you want— 
chocolate ? 
Johnny: Yes, but I have to buy soap. 


“Mamma,” said little Susie, “will you 
please tell me how to spell ‘tunkin.’” 

“T don’t know of any such word. Why do 
you ask?” 

“Cause I want to write, ‘I love my teachet 
more’n tunkin tell.’ ” 
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my friends.” 


Here are some of the stories in April You that will introduce 
your Easter gift: 

“Second-Place Winner,” by Betty Steele Everett. The $10 first 
prize in the sewing contest means a lot to Ruth James, but not 
enough for her to cheat by having her mother help her, as Nina 
Cummings is suspected of doing. 

“He Was a Blank,” by Claudine Keinonen. Mary Lou liked 
Ralph for a friend during vacation. When school began, she went 
back to her more popular friends in order to be popular herself. 
But she found that many more of the classmates she had formerly 
considered “blanks” were really nice to know. 

You will greet any teen-ager twelve times a year for only $1. Be 
sure to ask that your gift subscriptions begin with the April issue. 


YOU The Teen-Ager’s Best Friend 


LEE’S SUMMIT, MISSOURI 


HOW T0 SAY *yAPPY E AS TER” 
T0 A TEEMAGER 


Are you looking for an Easter gift for older brothers and 
sisters or their friends? You magazine is one of the nicest 
“Happy Easter” gifts you can give them. As a girl in Cali- 
fornia puts it, “You is truly the teen-ager’s best friend. I read 
it from cover to cover as soon as it arrives, and then I pass it on to 


Tuck in a Letter 


1, O—float, point, voice, shout. 2. S—purse, coast, 
haste, boast. 3. U—mouth, house, ounce, pound. 
4. T—metal, petal, steam, stick. 5. C—-scold, 
witch, batch, scale. 6. L—flame, blend, flour, black. 


The word is locust. 


A Joyous Day 
Easter. 


What Am I? 
April fool! 


Answers to Puzzles 


Easter Egg Arithmetic 
Nine. Five. Three. Ten. 


Gardening Recipe 
Sun. Soil. Rake. Weeds. Sprout. 


Who? 


W ord Square 


Coin. Ogre. Iris. Nest. 


Add to the Filling 


1. Plump. 2. Reader. 3. Shoes. 4. Erase. 5. Tor- 
rent. 6. Tilt. 7. Nylon. 8. Treat. 


Can You Name These Trees? 
1. Dogwood. 2. Tulip. 3. Catalpa. 4. Beech. 
5. Weeping willow. 6. Rubber. 7. Gum. 8. Sandal- 
wood. 9. Fir. 10. Cashew. 
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Let’s take a peek at the May WEE WISDOM to 
see some of the fun you may expect next month: ; 
CROOKED-STREET CLUB is an exciting two- 7 
part story by Olive Rambo Cook, who wrote “Coon 7m 


Holler” and “The Pink Nylon Cloud.” Bill 7m 
MacGregor and his grandmother lived on Crooked Wa 


Street, next to the old city dump. Grandmother re- J 
membered the days when the dump was a green pas- § 


ture. Her stories of the old days made Bill want to 


clean up the dump for a neighborhood playground. 
But how could they move the heavy chunks of ce- § 
ment, loads of trash, and even an old streetcar? ’ 

THE HAPPY HOUSE, by Frances Forbes Heyn 7m 
—this house wants a happy family to live in it. But § 


winter turns to spring, a robin nests in the apple 4 7 


tree nearby, and the blossoms turn to red apples, but : 
still no one comes to see the house. Then one day a J 
happy dog comes by—and things begin to happen. @ 


THE MISSING KEY, by Dorothy R. Waterbury im 


—a story about Nan Elliot, a masquerade costume, ¥ 
and a locked drawer in the grandfather clock for § 
which the key is missing. : 

Of course there will be more exciting stories and | 


features next month. Remember, WEE WISDOM Wm 


makes a wonderful gift for any boy or girl. It comes 
twelve times a year for just $2. 
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